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VICTORY AT LAST,

BT MRS, N. A. KIDDE.
For four long yesrs we've waited
To kail the day of pesce,
Whes our lund should be united,
And war and sinfe shoold cease;
Asd sow 153t day approaches—
The drams sre besting fast;
And all the boys are coming home:
Theee's victory at last!
cuorca—There's viclory st lnst, boys,
Victory af Jast!
*er land and ses, oor flag is free;
We'll ail it to the mast!
Yo, we'll nail it 1o the mast, boys,
Nail it to the maat;
For there's victory, victory,
Victory st laa!

The heroes who have pained it,
And lived 1o vee that day,
We will meet with ﬂ,ln‘ banners
And honoes on the way;
Acd sl vhair snd privations
Shall 1o the winds be cast,
For all the boys are coming home:
There's victory st last}
There's victory at lust, boys, ke.

O, happy wives and ehldren,
Light up your hearts and homes;
For see, with martial musie,
“The conquering hero comes,"’
With fiags and streamers fiying,
While drums are beating fast;
For all the boys are coming hame—
There's victory st last!
There's victory at last, boys, ke.

The miglty work is finished;
The boys are coming bomal
We've greatfol tenrs and praises
For those who'll srcer come.
Bat God shall bare the glory;
Throagh all the dsrkness past
He reigned; He led; He gives us
The victory i ast!
Cwonvs—There's victory st hust, boys,
Victory at last!
("er land and sen, our flag ia tree;
We'll nnil it to the mast!
Yeu, we'll nail it to the mast, boys,
Nail it to the mas;
God giveth us the viclory,
Vittory at last!

KING THE BELL, WATCHMAN.

Thigh in the belfry the ald waton stands,

Graaping the rope with his thin, bony hands;

Fis*dis hus gree, a0 by same magic spell,

Till be henes the dustant mermor, Ring, ring the bell!
CHORUS. N

“Bing the bell, watchman' ring! ring! ring!

Yes, yeut the zood news is now on the wing!

Yoo, pouc they come, and with tidings 10 tell—

Glanost and blessed tidings—Ring, ring the bell("*

Baring his long silver locks 10 the breexs,

Firdt for & moment he drops on his knees;

Then, with u vigor that few could excel,

Aswers be the welcome bidding, Ring, ring the bell!
Eing the boll, ke.

fear! from the bill-top, the first snignal gun

Thusders the word that some great deed is dows!

liear! thea’ the valley the long echoes swell,

Loet sadd amom repeating, Ring, ring the bell!
Ring the bell, &e.

Badres are blazing, and rockets sscend—

Mt meazre tnumph such tokens porend!

Eiowt, shoat* my beothers; for <-all, all js well*

T the aniversal eharus, Ring. ving the bell 1
Ring the bell, ke.

— e —— i ——

Sdet Tal.

THE ANGEL OF THE DEPOT.

The great depot was crowded. The
~th Regiment was about to lsave for the
%t of war, and it was known that the
ave lellows were going where fighting
¥l sure to come. The cars had backed
%0 the building, and the engine was

reking impatiently. The regimeat
8 filad into the depot, and as the sol-

*18 rested for a few moments upon their
05, fond friends gathered aroond, and
Y words of parting were spoken. There
%ere tears, and sobs, and blessings ; there
" wringiog of hearts! Wives were
3l'“n_g with hushands; mothers were part-
123 with their sons ; sisters were biddwmg
80i-bye 1o brothers ; and fsthers were
"Peaking the last words of caation aud
:‘l‘?- It was & season of painfal anxiely ;
:f the ﬂgpurling ones were going away

*?:h_ their lives in their qunfs, snd the
i l:ni:;._lha battle altar might speedi-
. C"’por‘ﬂ Walter Evermond leaned
KP"! bis rifls, and gazed upon the scene.
'? 08¢ came to kiss him—none to bid
"3 fn‘reweil. Not over one-and-twenty

% Carporal Walter Evermond. He
A fresh, handsome face, and a bright,
Ao eyq ; !:n-i his frame was one of thoses

wherein & magnificent physical
"’:‘Iﬂure is dwalop&d.’iitb Ill’nl!:l {lody.
“ I decl.lr_e." said the Corporal, wiping

.;‘ of moistare from his eye, * 1 am

< hat | have nobody here to weep
‘b for me. Yet,” he added, with a
h;f'nz look, *it would be plessant to
™ iil"'“, one parting kiss. Bot I shan’t

'l kiga you, if yon'll let me I”

. Valter Evermond felt a band upon
h‘ﬂn; sud the pretiiest, sweetest face
”u":“ﬂ seen, beamed upon bim with

1l kiss you, sir!” And the girl
Placed bogy havds upon his chonldfn.

d -
eb.,fmd ber lips apon his blooming

:Thluk you! Biess yon I"

ollin!  Foll in 17
tﬂulihﬁm’pu"l pressed the hand of the
o Ig"]; gave one more look into her
Moy, 0 {ace, and then fell into line ; and
t °:§ the cars rolled oat from the de-
| oy Ting the volunteers toward

Le T ppioti duty called theu,

sight around the turn, and the throng of
friends gradoally dispersed.

** Nellie, I'm astonished at yoa !’

‘* Astonished at me 7"’ repeated Nellie
Preston, looking up into the face of John
Gainsford, who walked by her side to a
wrll"..

* Yes. How could
thing 7"

* Buch a thing ss what 7

* As kiss that fellow in the depot.
Goodness gracious ! What were you
thinking of ?"”

1 was thinking,” replied Nellie, with
s perceptible flash of feeling, * that he
might be a poor, motherless, sisterless
=9y. who had no one in the world to love

lm-', 4
h“; And so you thought you’d love him,
. 11

*I love all those brave, noble men who
have gone out to_offer np their lives for
their coantry's welfare !"" said the girl.
“I never knew how well I loved my own
brother, until I saw bim go away to-day.
I hope God will keep him, aod return
him to us in safety.”

*I)id you notice," said Mr. Gainsford,
after a panse, * that your foolish behay-
ior esused considerable remark 7

**1'd rather yon wouldn’t esy anything
more sbont that, Mr. Gainsford.”

** You are ashamed of it, eh 7"’

“l am ashamed ‘'of yon, sir!
need not help me.
carriage alope.”

Two days sfter this, Jadge Preston
came home, looking very thoughtfal.
After tes, he called Nellie to him, and
asked her if she bad made up her mind
to be the wife of John Gainsford.

*“1 baye made up my mind that I will
not be his wife I'* was the prompt reply.

1 have no wish to urge you, my
child.”

I do not love him, father; and 1
should prefer to have no more intimacy
with him. I never liked him. He is
unkiud to his poor sister, and he might
be onkind to me.”

** You are right, my danghter ; and 1
am now free to confese that I am plessed
with your decision. Almost the last
thing that your brother said to me, before
he left, was, he hoped you would not
make John Gainsford his brother-in-law.
He knows Gainsford well, and has no re-
spect for him.”

The Judge kissed his child, and the
matter was settled. Gainsford was the
eon of one of his oldest friends, sod thos
the intimacy bad commenced ; and be
had been willing, for bis danghter’s sake,
to try the young man ; but he felt a sense
of relief, pow tbat the trial was over.

George Preston, the Judge’s only son,
had gone ss Captain of a company; sad
the family watched snxiously for the news
that was to bear them iotelligence of the
movements of the —th Regiment. By-
sod-by intelligence came. The regiment
was at Poolsville. The regiment was at
Ball's Bloff! The regiment had been
onder fire nearly the whole of that terri-
ble day ; and » fearfal havoc hsd been
made in its ranks. Where was Geoige ?
Oh, how anxious was Nallie Preston,
pow ! More than ever before, did she
koow that she loved her brother.

“ Ha! Good news! George is safe.
The Judge came home with an evening
paper, sad handed it to Nellie, pointing
with his finger to the paragraph she was
to read. She read a8 follows :

“Captain Preston, after being exposed
to & merciless fire for four consecalive
hours, was one of the lsst to swim the
river. He had made his wuy down the
bloff, and was assisting some of his
wounded comrades, when the enemy came
pouring down upon him. He was sur-
roanded, and would have been slain, but
for the beroic bravery and devotion of a
Sergeant of his company. Thbe Sergesnt,
whose name was Walter Evermoad, see-
ing the Caplain in danger, sprang to his
side, snd with his revolver shot down
three men who were pressing mpen bhim.
When they gained the water, Captain
Preston had received s woand in the
shoulder, which rendered it impoesible
for him to ewim; but Evermond did mot
forsake him. The noble fellow clang to
his Captain like a brotber, and sueceeded
in getting him safely over the river. We
are happy to state that Captsin Preston’s
wounnd is not dnngerogl.'f

« Oh 1 Heaven bless that noble Ber-
gesut I”" ejacaiated Nellie, as she finished
reading the account. o

Anl_her father joined her, with his
whole soul. ' i

Later in the evening, a curious thooght
worked its way into Nellie Preston’s
mind. She wished the man who bad
saved her brother’s lifa so bravely, had
been only a Corporal! And then she
wondered where thst fair-faced, bright-
eyed soldier was, whom she bad kissed
in the dopot_ Bhe wished lbl.‘ lh.km
his name. It wonld be a satisfaction to
know how he fared. She hoped be was
safe.

Ere long, » letter came from
in which be gave a thrilling sccount of
the battle. He spoke of Sergeant Wal-
ter Evermond as he woanld have spoken
of & brother. *He saved my life, at the
risk of his own,” be wrote; * snd but
for him, you would bave no som living to
write this ; sud Nellie would bave no
*  There was & postscript to the

you do such a

Yon
I can get into my

brot

. as follows ! \
Iel:frf'..a:-'%’qlw Evermond hss just
received the eo_nmi-inn of Becond Lien-

tenant.” b i
The winter wore sway, and George, in
bis .lm:-‘ln to his sister, frequently spoke

the| of Walter Evermood as of s yery deat

friend. At length came s letter, with the

¢ while the train was oqt of following passage : * u,d.u-fltlnrlld

sister, give me joy. I sm a Major, and
my commission dates from the dsy of
Ball's Blofl. My dear friend Evermond
is Captain of my old company ; and »
better soldier does not live ; and I know
there cannot be s truer friend.”

.- Once more the Judge and his dsoghter
were anxious. . The —th Regiment was
belore Yorktown. Then came the bloody
Gield of Williamsburg ; bot George was
not called into that battle, Alr?:ngth.
bowever, came tidings of anotber bloody
fray, in which our regiment was engaged
—TFair Oaks! The list of the killed and
wounded ; bot a letter from George was
received. He was alive, bat badly
wounded.

* Oar Colonel was stricken down,”
be wrote, “early in the engsgement. I
had been acting as Lieotenant Colonel
for some time, snd the command devolved
npon me. I was following the lead of
the gallant Howard, when a ballet passed
through my thigh. Captaia Evermond
was on (he right of the regiment ; and I
had just time to pass the command over
to him, when the clash of the final charge
came. | was faint and dizzy ; bot I saw
bim dash on at the hesd of our noble
regiment ; and the shoot of victory strack
my ear, as I wns borne from the feld.
Late at wight, Captain Evermond was
borne into our quarters severely wouaded
by & sabre cut on the shoulder. He bad
s hand to hand conflict with the enemy
over a battery ; and he took it, and held
it-"

Three weeks afterwards, another letter
came :

“Dear Nellie, I'm coming home. 1
have a furlongh for forty days. Captain
Evermond is eoming with me. Our
wounds are doing well.”

The train arrived at three o'clock in
the sfternoon. Major Preston came from
the car upon his erntches, and his father
was there to receive him. Nellie bad not
come down. Big. prond tears conrsed
down the old msn’s Iace, a8 he hesrd the
glad sbouts that welcomed his noble boy;
and for awhile his son was monopolized
by the maultitnde.

**Where is your friend Evermond 7’

the carriage.

**Ob, be will be with us this evening.
He had to stop toseea friend on the way,
and will come on (he pext train. 1 told
him our carriage shonld be an band for
bim.”

A joylol moment was it for Nellie
Pieston, when she threw her arms aronnd
the neck of her retained brother. Oh,
she koew bow much, how very much she
loved him. What nomberless questions
were ssked, and bow eagaily were the
snswers listened to.

By-and-by Nellie asked after Captain
Evermond.

« Ob,” she cried, **I bope he is not
old and ugly, for I want to love him.”

“'Not very old,” said (ieorge, with a
smile; “and not very ngly. Baot (here
it a corions circomstance connected with
his experience as ® soldier, which ia
worth relating. He told the story Lo me,
with tears in his eyes. After the affair
at Ball’s D!ofi, we were like broihers.
Evermond is an orpban ; withoot father
or mother, brother or sister. He has o
spleadid education, which lie owes o an
ol annt, who intended him for a minis-

that way, and he started to stady law.
His aaot withdrew her favor, and be was
leit Lo stroggle alone. He was in danger
of becoming dissipated, when the thonght
strack him that he would enlist. He en-

which I was Captain. While we were
waiting at the depot, on the morning
when we left for the sest of war, Ever-
mond stood alone, gazing upon the
scenen of weeping and blessing; snd as the
thooght passed throagh his mind that he
was relieved from (he pain of parting
with_{riends, he felt thaok(ul, and ex-
pressed himself to that effect. Yet, he
said he felt that it would be a blessing to
bear away obe (riendly kiss, that he counld
remember aa coming from a sister. He
#aid this aloud, and in 8 moment a young
girl—he says the most beautifal girl he
ever saw—pat her hands opon his ehoul-
ders apd kissed him npon the cheek. He
says he bad just time to bless the sngel,
when the order came to fsll in. I think
the girl that gave Walter Evermond that
kiss, did a glorious deed. He assured
me that it made him all thst he ie. He
gays that the memory of that sweet facn
has led bim to high snd holy resolves ;
and that be had sworn within bimself
that be would never do a deed that coald
canse thet girl to blash that sbe had
kissed him, even were she the dsughter
of a king."”

«You said be was a private, then ?”
remarked Nellie.

«No, he was a Corporal, then. He
was made a Corporal very shortly after
be enlisted ; snd before he had been in
camp s wik, in Marylzad, be was .-.de
s Sergeant. Bat, my sister, what is the
matter ? Yoo look pale.”

«:Oh !" whispered Nellis, hiding her
face with ber hands, * what dreadful
thiogs !"”

“My | T thooght this story of Ever-
mond would aitract your thonghts from
the darker themes.”

8o it does, in » measars, George; bat
I cannot help my feelings.”

George Preston, never mistrosting.
never dreaming thbat his sweet sister bad
ever seen Walter Evermond, drew bia
arm sroond her, and gave ber s brother’s

arlor and sped away to her own room,

er heart was in a flotter, and her face
was borning. It might be possible that
she had never seen Captain Evermond ;
bat she did not think it probable. What
should she do? How shoall she m:
him? Twice had she pted to
ber brother of her own tare at the
depot, on that memorable morning ; but
she could not:

Masjor Preston, upon his crutohes, went
to the door, and welcomed Captain Ever-
mound, who carried his right arm in a
sling. The old Judge welcomed the bero
as another son; snd he was surprised
wheo be found thet the Captain was a
bare-faced, handsome youoth, just upon
the opening stage of manhood.

Bot where was Nellie? The bell was
rung, snd a servant was sent in quest of
her. At length she came, trembling st
every joint ; bat her father and brother
did not notice it.

* Nellie, my siater,” cried George,
*“ here is our dear friend, Walter Ever-
mond I"

The Osptain advanced with s qnick
step, and had half extended his hand,
u;’bon be stopped as though he had been
sbot.

“ Good angels I'" he gasped, “‘what is
this? This—your sister I

With a mighty effort, Nellis smiled,
and put forth both her bhands.

“Alas " exclaimed George, lilting bis
cratches from the floor, and stamping
them down with wonderful energy, * I
think I see it now. Say, Walter—tell
me—tell—tell me—is this your angel 7"

*‘Ten thousand blessings on ber head "
marmared the’brave youth, while the
tears started down his checks. I did not
dream of this.” ;

Then he dashed the tears away, and
extended his hand.

* Lady,” be said, * you will excuse
my left hand, I know.”’

“Goodness mercy on me !’ exclaimed
the old mau, who began to see throogh
it. *Is this the soldier you kissed in the
depot, Nellie #*

Agsin the poor girl came very near
losing hersell ; but she made ome more

asked the Judge, as be moved towards|stroggle, and was succesaful.

“Yes, sir,”” said Captain Evermond,
“we have met once before.”

It was a carious position for both the
Oaptain snd the maiden.

“Hold on I'" cried the Msjor, with an-
other thurmp of his crutches, I have it.
[ koow how awkward it is; snd if
I hdad mistrosted, so moch as by »
thought, that my own sweet sister was
the identical angel of the depot, I shonld
bave prepared the way for this mesting.
Bat see how nicely I'll fix it; you, Nel
lie, are my sister by right of birth; and
you, Walter, are my brother, by every
tie of love and gratitnde. Bo you are
brother and sister,”

“Capital I”” exclaimed the Judge.

“And new for enjoyment. : Uome,
Walter, lead youor sister to s seat, and
we'll talk of the times that bave tried
our sonls.”

Ah ! the present was a time that tried
Nellio's sonl ; but it was s happy, bliss-
fal trial.

Late at night they prepared to retire.
The two soldiers were left alone, after
the rest had gone to bed ; for they had
got nsed to helping each other. The Ma-

ter; but his disposition did not lead him |jor esred for the Oaptain’s shoulder ; and

the Usptain took care of the Major’s
thigh.

“We are at home, my dear Walter,”
said George Preston, after they had
dressed each othér's wounds, *‘and we

lisied a6 a private in the company of | will bave a happy time of it.””

1 shall not be able to stop with yon
long,” retarned Walter.

“Morey | What is up, now ? Where
else will you go 7

“I don’t know. I most not stop here.”

“And why not, pray ¥’

“Becanse I dare not !I”

*“Oho 1" cried George, who knew his
friend well enongh, and knc'dllnmln ns-
tare well snoagh, to resd ordinary signs
of feeling, I think [ understand you
now. - But we'll say no more aboat it to-
night. On the morrow, I'll help you to
find 8 good boarding place.”

And o they went fo bed.

On the following morning, after break-
fast had been disposed of, George took
his sister away into the library, and h
along talk with ber. Bhe wept snd
emiled by torns, during the converdation.

When he eame out from the library, he
met his father in the ball ; sad he had &
talk with him.

Half sa hour safterward, he met the
Captain in the parlor. -

**Walter Evermond,” be said, *'I have
found a good, comfortable boarding place
for you.”

“'Ah! have you? Thank yoo, George!”

Yes; sit down, snd I will tell you all
sbont it. Now, listen,”” continned the
Major, after they were seated ; I have
assumed somewhat of a respousibility in
this matter. I have even gone so far as
to pledge my own honor that you will so
bear yourself that the hooss ean never be
sshamed of you. Ia short, I have givea
my word that yon sra sn houorable, trae
man; incapable of premeditating wrong,
and fixed in the path of virtue.”

“Thavk you, George.”

“And now; my desr Captain, your
place of abode is Gixed in this bonss. My
sister is hostess, sad my father is the
bost.” -

*'Bat—George—will Nellie—""

“Don't sl me whst she will do. Ask
her, yoursell. , ' hatdad

“Bat your father—"

“*Already looks upon you as & son,

kise. - .
" At eight o’clock in the evening, the
costh wes sent to the ,snd st half

past eight iv retarned. Nellio loft the

What more have.yon to ask 7
“I don’t know. Indeed this is more

than [ expected., I am dreaming.”

“Then; I advise you to wake Ep."

When Walter Evermond did fairly
swaken, be awoke o & blessed hope. Be-
fore night, he had resolved to stop ; and

the week was out, he bad made

afrangements with Nellie Preston to live
with her alwaya.

And all of this eame ot of the simple
kiss at;the depot.

Aiscellancons.

BRING LAURELS,

BY MES. MATTESON.

Bring lanrels, bright lagrels of endless fame,
For the gallant Sheridan's braves;

Aund the lofiy notes of the tocsin soand,
For Sberidan's Aag sill waves.

The valley resounds with his warlike deeds,
And the daring his men schieved;

The heaven-born echoes shall never conse
Prom the shoot that his warriors breasbed!

Bring laurels of fame for brave Sheridan®s band,
The band that has conqnered a host;

The deeds in the Valley our Sheridan plaaned,
Bhall be an eternal bonut!

Bring laurels—meet of"ring for souls trae and brave,
For hearts we shall bless evermors;

For men of trae coursze and muscles of stesl,
Like Bheridan's veteran corps!

Ehout! men of the Nanh, for oor parriot hosts,
Who are martyrs for country and home;
Whe have gone from their homes in the freshness of youth,
Brave patriots! homeless and lone,
The tale of their valor shall never be dimmad,
Rut age only give them renown;
And tourists shall connt as a hallowed spot,
The graves that our patriots foand,

Shout, shoot! far the Union, so badly oppressed,
And so costly to seocor from woe;

Fot those st the helm who are zaiding the ship,
And will gallantly pilot ber throagh,

Bhout! whout for our loved ones in Sheridan's band;

For Bheridan, davntless anid troe;

For Winchester's beto and tireless steed;

And shout for the “red, white and blue!™

[(Tue lollowing Innlil'nl_rlnu, written by Loagfellow,

have been printed on lnrge eands, and hong ap in all the
of the Gov =5 |

“For the stan on oor banner grow snddealy dim;

Let us weep in onr sorrow, bot weep not for him;

Not for him who departing leaves millions in loamn;
Not for him whe has died fall of honor and years;
Not for im who ascended Fame's ladder so bigh,
From ihe round at the top be has sispped 1o the sky—
It is blessed to go, when so ready 1o die."

[Brrox clearly spoke of our cavalry hero, when he said:)
“Long shall we seek his likenessi—long in vain,
And tarn to all of him which may remain,
Bigwing that Natere formed but one such man,
Mud broke the die in monlding Spemnan."™

English Love for Jefl. Davis.

Every journal in England and France
which bas labored throughout for the re-
bellion, hes suddenly become inspired
with a tender regard for the honor and
interests of the Union, and fear lest onr
glory may be tarnished by the punish-
ment of Jeff, Davis. We devoatly thask
these kind friends for their heartfelt sym-
pathy with our endsogered honor. We
cherish in grateful remembrance the de-
votion heretofore displsyed by the Lon-
don Times, Post, Standard and Herald,
to'our auity snd welfare. We are not
astonished that they see with pity our un-
civilized and boorish condition, and have
volunteered to act as the gusrdians of that
nationsl justice and law which it is bard-
ly expected we should be able to protect.

One would hardly suppose that these
Eoglish saints are the ssme who lately
blew oat of the mouths of their csonons
the so-called rebels of India, whose war
against the invader they chose to brand
as mutiny. Why, il we might follow
British example, shonld we not, withount
quest or trial, blow Jeffl. Davis into
eternity from the moaths of our cannon?
Bat it is claimed thess East Indian sav-
ages maltreated English prisoners, and so
blended perfidy and ernelty that Grest
Britain had to resort to these savage
modes of puniebment to teach them the
natare of their crimes, There are no acts
of Neas Sahib, cruel as they may be, that
are not more than paralleled by the
crimes of Jeff. Davis. Did Nena Sahib
marder 8 lew captives? Davis starved
sevenieen thoussni in the pen of Ander-
sonville! He issued his commissions to
Beale, Kennedy and Bennett Young to
murder, burn and as-sassinate_in oor
Northera cities. He is sworn, by witnés-

ad | ses as yet nnimpeached, to bave commis-

siwodl Booth to murder President Lin-
coln. 1

Nena Bshib could point to s centary
of conitant aggression acd wrong on the
Joart of the British invaders, doring which
the people of Indis, by Lhe testimony of
Borke, Fox, Sberidan, and other fore-
most, of British statesmen, had beea ve-
daced from indostry to idlenees, from
pleaty to famine, order to anarchy, and
from grandeéar to ruin—their old civilizs-
tion destroyed and no new ome sabstitot-
ed—borrowing sl the vices and .mone of
the virtasa of the invaders. He oconld
point to an Empire where of old, mana-
factores flourished snd want was on-
known; bat where onder Eoglish sway,
periodical famites had swept off the popo-
Istion by millions. He counld peist to s
population onee rioting in world-renown-
ed wealth, now so reduced sa to be offer-
ed for sale, and trapsporied under the
modified system of Cooiie slavery to
bondage nnder distsnt taskmasters.

Jeff Davis, on the other haud, bad mo
charge to bring sgainst the Federal Gov-
ernment, except that it had not bowed
its bead low enoogh to the Baal of Afri-
can slavery. i

Nens Sahib's followers may have ra-;
vished captive women and enslaved child-
ren. Jefforson Davis .[ooght for the

slaveholder's right to ravish female eap-
tives and enslave their offspring.

Neas Bahib, by kingly blood and ed-
ucation, snd by the sncient laws and con-
stitutions of India, was entitled to be the
bereditaiy and beloved ruler of a free
people. His rebellion was the spontane-
ous vpheaval of a people who had endar-
ed many years of sn oppression branded
by the ablest British statesmen as the
vilest on earth. For the oppression, for
which Warren Hastings was impeached,
was the same sgsinst which Nena Bahib
rebelled, and withoat which British su-
:druuncy in India could not be maintain-

By contrast, Jeff. Davis was theson of
a horse-thief, a tyrant, a coward, and ss-
sassio, whose partisans drove the Sounth
into rebellion by hanging loyal men to

nearest tree,

Neos Sahib was subdued by foreign
conscripts imported from the opposite
side of the globe, who were brought
seventeen thousand miles to snbdue a
people of whom they koew nothing, ex-
cept that they bad been once free and bad
never voluntarily yielded taeir Indepen-
dence.

Jefl. Davis, on the contrary, was sub-
dued, because his followers had been
forced into hia service, becanse he was
fighting against liberty, sad because the
Government he sought to overthrow had

can people.

The Sepoys of the Nena Sahib, who
were blown from the mouths of British
cannon, bad moreover been taken into the
British military service, and were trusted
by them as part of their delensive force.
Bo had Jeflerson Davie been educated at
the expense of the Federal Goverument,
snd rewarded with many of its highest
positions. Throoghout all his treason
the osth to maintam the Federal Govern-
ment was on his lips, unrevoked becanse
irrevocable.

Bat it is claimed that Jef. Davis be-
lieved in the doetrine of secession. Who
donbts that Nena Bahib believed the
British despotism in Indis to be a great
crime, when the foremost British states-
men acknowledged it ?

W herein, then, is Nena Sabib sad his
followers inferior to Jeff. Davis? Yet
British civilization, which blew the Se-
poys from the capnon’s mouth, groans
mwardly, least we shonld stain the pari-
ty of the American henor which it has so
stadiouly villified—by trying, ecavicting
and hanging Jeff. Davis.

I it be said that Nena Sahib was a
savage, we know of no principle by which
lesser crimes perpetrated by a heathen
deserve severer ponishment than greater
strocities perpetrated in the full light of
Christian civilizstion. Nor was Great
Britain any slower to take the life of
Robert Emmett than of the Indian Se-
poys. Bbe can hardly plead that Emmett
rebelled in bebslf of slavery, as did Jeff.
Davis.

Whatever may be the decision of the
law in the case of Davis, it lies not in the
mouth of a British subjsct to talk philan-
thropy to the American people. We
understand the fact that in the same
circomstances, no Englishman would
hesitate 1o apply the death penslty, snd
that their mock tenderness arises from
the fact that they too aided the rebellion,
and do not wish to see the Federal Gov-
ernment strengthened by the execttion of
the chief traitor whom they sided snd
abetted with sbips, srms, money and
maunitions.— Chicego Tribune.

A Ningular Frediction.
Mrs. Lydia Maris Cbild, in s leter to
the New York Independent, relates the
following note-worthy incident :
With regard to the violent manner of
bis death, have you noticed that it was
singularly hinted st by sn astrologioal
prediction, months before it bhappened?
A modern believer in astrology, who
signed himself Thomas Lister, and pub-
lished in & newspaper, September 20th,
1864. It was therein stated that the
President was born under Jupiter, s
plsnet whoee' influence usually made
men fortunate in their undertakings. It
predicted that be would be re-elected in
November, becanse astrologically speak-
ing, *“His ruling planet ~will then be
transitive over his ascendant in bis own
hounse.” He goes on to say :-
*The transit of the evil plsvet, Mars,
in opposition with his sscendant, plsinl
shows that the straggle will cootinoe till
April, 1865, when the forces of the Union
will be compelied to lay down their arms.
In December, 1865, some deep, base plot
wili be got op against the President,
shown by the transit of Mars; and the
sspeet of the planet shows denger by. pis-
tol shot or some infernal machine. Dar-
ing these months more than ordinary
esation and watchfulness will be neces-
sary. Aftsr February thet evil transit

crease onr remsrks concerning personal
danger of the President, but believe for-
bearance in this case to be & virtne.”

While the msmmoth displsy bills of
“Paradise Lost,” were being put up in
North San Juan, Cal,, s Germsa well
known for his ability for mannfsctaring
Lager, thas delivered himself: *Vat . is
dat—Baradise lost!” Rebellion in Heaven?

lopg now, for uncle Abe ish-dsre |"

A secesh paper records the following
couversation  between & citizen and s
wmarket man: “Whst's the price of bat-

the affections of four-Gfths of the Ameri-|.

will bave passed away. We conld in-|damaging to his

Mine Got ic Himmel ! Dat lashts not|

—
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Behold her now, with restlens, flashing eyes,
Crosching, & thing forkorn, beside the way!

Behold her rined altars heaped to-day
With ashes of her costl§ ssefifice!

B.tthwlh-.eommlhluﬂnlﬁfg.l
And flang the warcry fint thronghost the land!
Eew lmiplrrs now the parricidal hand

Which aimed vhe first blew at the pation’s life!

The grass 14 growisg in the citg’s grest,
Where stand the shattered spires, the brokes walls;
And throagh the vk onday »il Falls

The seatry’s foot-step, us he tronds his beat.

Baheld once mare the ol flag proudly ware
Above the ruined foriress of the peal
No longer shall that glorious banner be
The easign of a land whors dwells the shuve.

Hark! on the air what swelling antberas rise—
A ransomed prople, by the sword et frew,
Are chanling sow a song of liberty;

Hear bow their voices echo 1o the skies!

-

0, rightaous retribution, great and just!
fehold the palm-tree fallon te the earth,
Where Freedom, rising from a sevend binb,

No move shall trail bar garments in Ube deat?

TEE SCHOOL-BOYS:

Wa osed to time their fAiying foet
To music's joyou d spell;

Bul now they go the fos te meet,
*Neath showen of bursting abell.

\Wo miss.them from the ald play-greand;
We call, but noae reply;

They only bear the batile sound,
A thay go thasdering by.

And wome in Sowthers prisoas are;
Bame are dead, so dear 1o me;

Some are disabled in the war—
By aid of such, oor laad is raxx.

A “Bummer” im the ‘_’c
The following duetgptioa of s char-
acter in the army is from a correspondent
of the New York, Herald:

I have used the word *'bummer”” in my
acconnts, and it has been soggested that
many of your readers do not know the
mesniog of the term. It has now & re-
cognized position in the army lexicon,
Any man who has seen the object that it
apphes to, w.i‘l‘l scknowledge that it was
sdmirably selected. Fancy a ragged
man, blackened by the smokes of many
a pine knot fire, mounted on s scrawny
mule without a saddls, with a gop, a
knapsack, a batcher knife, and a plog
hat, stealing his way thr the pine
forestw, far cat on the flanks of & column,
keen on the sceat of rebels, or bacon, or
silver spoons, or cur. or soything vala-
able, and you have him in yonr mind.—
Think how you would admire him, if
you were s lone woman with a family of
rmall children, far from belp, when ha
blandly inquired where you kept your
valusbles. Thiok you bow you wounld
smile when be pried open your chests
with his bayonet, or knotked to piccesd
your tables; pisnos and chairs, tore your
bed-clothing in three inch strips, amd
scattered the strips about the yard.
The “bummera” say it takes too much
time to nes keys. 'Color is no protéction
from these roogh riders. ‘They go
through a megro cabin in search of dis-
monds sud gold watches with just as
much freedom and vivacity as they “loot”
the dwelling of s wealthy plsoter. They
sppesr to be p of » of
“pure cnssedoess,”” One incident of
many will Illostrate. *"A bummer’
stepped into & house and inquired for
sorghom. The lady of the bouse present~
ed a jog, which he said was too heavy,
5o he merely filed his canteen. Then ta-
king a hoge wad of tobacco from his
mouth, be thrust it into theijog. The
lady inquired, in wonder, why he. spoii+
ed that which he did pot want. *Oh,
some feller’lIl come along and taste that
sorghum, think youo've poisoned him;
then he'll bura yoar demned old boase.”
There are hu?dndl oidlh-c monkcied men
with the colomn, a ev
where. Bome of them u:.{oj:l w.tx
silver ware, gold coin snd other valsables.
lnh;:ud nothing ilhuying ‘thet - three--
fifths (in valoe) of the personal property .
of the connties eu bave passed throogh is
in Sherman’s srmy to-day.
Histery Repenting Itvelf.
It sppears that Jefforson Davis is not:
the first traitor that has been betrayed by,
his boots. Asron Barr, who, after the
failare of “his stheme of empire in thé’
South-West, sttempted, like Davis, to’
through tbe South to the Gelfeonst,
waa similarly betrayed by his shoe-lasther. .
Parton, in his life of . Bays i—
Though his (sssumed ) dress wae the rude .
bomespun of the cdamtfy, the quick eye’
of Perkins observed that his ‘boots were'
far oo elegantly shaped and of meterial
much too fine o with the  coarme,
ill-cut pentaloons from which they pro-,
traded. The capture of the Duke of
Monmouth, sfter the failure of his ‘rebel-
lion, snd the desértion of bis friende, was
g
ot 0 moch eo as Davi aving don-
ned the garb of & :In:rb:‘d.'h him-
self slong with lis ally, Buyse, in s field
of waving ' grain. - He Saslly geived s
diteh—bis “hudn:;';-d 'l.:h
 ed so disgmiced md’
mad, 8s 8¢ mznm a doubt tphmf.

3

bis identity, . The Dake of Argyle,
his roat nesr Glasgow, sssa ,,
of a pessant, snd (hus e for some-,
time bis porsuers. Lovis Philfippe left '

3

fplsin *Mr, and Mrs, Smith.”” - Bat,

ter ?* *Bix tollars & boand.” “Good
beavens, what a prics " *Vell, vot the
b—1 ish six tollard'? not' so mueh |
dirty centa, py Got 17 o T 1o

The “last ditch” —the bottomless pit.

vis sinks lower then them -
dedvors'to escape in i‘.\r:l'o'.:l'L ine,
bot bis boots betrayed fim, and be 1
befor¢ the wdrld not only sn seknowlaig- :
traitor, but & whits-liversd peltroon. . ;

Never fool with snakes.

ts

S -~ ._:_'-'_.I r

e Y

- =L
= -

e . .

L SR Y

BT it e i




